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Scorch 


Author's Notes: 


More on the non-consensual side. This Dave is quite nasty. 


Eyes are burning a hole through his white leather jacket, Lars can feel it. The night he chose to ditch James 
for some other bar. He still bends slightly over the counter to talk to the bartender and some guy next to 
him who seems to know Enter Sandman, business face on The smiling one. 


His vodka tonic waits for him next to his drumming fingers. 


He gets a flash of orange when he takes a look around. Dave's curls are still the same. They move when he 


leaves his small clique for the bar, aiming for the seat next to Lars. Pairs of dark eyes follow him. 
Of all the fucking bars in all the towns, in all the world. 


Lars's many bracelets stop jingling when his fingers stop dancing. He slides his glass closer to his chest as 


whoever he was chatting with feels the urge to move on. 

"Hi again, Lars. Nice jacket" 

‘Hey’ 

He hears Dave sit, sees a bit of his elbow. "Funny joke you guys made this afternoon. Really funny." 

In his head, James and Kirk grin with their mustaches full of white powder, and he nods. Funny. 

A hand reaches for his drink. "What's that?" 

"Vodka. You can order your own" 

The hand taps his chin instead. "Look at me, dick" 

Lars puts on another kind of smile, and does. Look at him. And it annoys him how the first thought crossing 
his mind has to do with Dave's good-looking fucking face. He's so charming, his mother would say. He's a good 
boy. "What do you want?" 


"A drink." 


He snorts, but raises his hand toward his-friend-the-bartender, who takes his time shuffling toward him. 


"Another tonic, please.” 

A look, a mumbled "you got it". 

He turns back to Dave. "That's it? Just a free fucking drink?" 

"Good enough. I'm not like you." 

A smoke. He needs a smoke. 

Maybe something more. 

For now Lars clutches his drink and reveals in the burn of vodka down his throat. 
Dave is sipping his own when he slams it back on the counter. "Fuck." 

"How's James?" 


He shrugs. "As fine as he can be." The lights behind the bar are getting brighter. 


"You don't even give a shit, do you." 

The red of Dave's hair is getting brighter. "Maybe it's just none of your fucking business how he's doing." 
"None of my business." And he laughs. "Of course." 

Lars just whispers another "fuck". 

Something somewhere inside of him is getting fucked up. 

The music is too loud The cigarette smoke too thick He needs.. 

"I think you need some air, Lars." 

"Fuck, you're." Dave is blurry when he stands up, as if Lars's eyes were closing. Maybe they are. "right." 
"Come on, man" 

Dave grabs his sleeve. 

"Let's get some fresh air." 

Drags him outside. 

His legs follow weakly. 

See, he's a good boy. 

The cool wind behind the door feels good for a second. It's an outside he doesn't remember--the back alley. 
anoni 

Dave's fingers dig in his skin, all through the white leather. 

"Come on, asshole." 


It doesn't take him much strength to push Lars against the wall. His head hits it hard, and moisture chills his 
skull. It could be water from the wall. 


It could be blood from his head. 


His breathing fastens. "Dave--" 


"You know what's the most annoying thing about you, Lars?" Those weak legs stop supporting him under Dave's 
weight. He pushes him down, down until his knees hit the ground. "Your fucking mouth." 


The hand that merely touched his chin earlier curls into a fist and connects with his cheek The other curls, 
too, in his hair, grabbing the roots, bringing his head back against the wall, and keeping it still. 


"That big mouth of yours," Dave continues, "I know you can use it for better things that spouting all that 
bullshit. Right?" His thighs push against Lars's shoulders. "You fucking cocksucker." 


His free hand undoes the button of his torn jeans. 

"| saw you blow those guys in LA, back in the day. How many dicks have you sucked since, uh?" 
Draws the zipper down 

"Im sure you've always wanted to get James's. If only he knew how much of a whore you are’ 


His eyes squeeze shut when the hand in his hair tugs hard. His arms try to rise, like shaky shields. His mouth 
opens with a gasp--and is quickly filled with Dave's cock. 


There's the fleeting thought of biting down 

It slides deeper, triggers his gag reflex and a choked moan. 

"You don't deserve any of this." 

The thrusts start, harder than fast. The back of his head knocks on the wall again and again and again 
His eyelids are heavy, his body limp. His lips hurt. Yet he's.. 


"You're liking it, uh. Fucking slut” The fingers in his hair tug again, and his eyes snap open. Dave's breath 
hitches. "Fucking." 


Lars saw that face many times, in cheap motels of California, that face over the face of some groupie getting 
fucked in the bed next to his. That face, the smell of sex in the tiny room, the sweat, and the moans, and the 
squeaks of the bed. 

The burn in his throat, the sounds coming out of it. 


"Take it," Dave says. "Take it" 


Lars's jeans get tighter. 


The thrusts get faster. 

"Fuck." 

Semen hits his tongue, and his eyes close as his throat works, tries to fake it swallow it all without choking. 
Then his mouth is free. 


Lars coughs, spits whatever he can out, until Dave's hand keeps his head still, and he feels hot fluid spattering 
and dripping down the side of his face. 


The hand trembles before letting go. 
He opens one eye to meet Dave's glare. 
Dave, he tries to say. 


"Now." Dave tucks himself in, readjusts his clothes and those red curls that didn't change. "Now you look like 
the slut you are." 


One last slap on his clean cheek, and he goes. 
The backdoor opens and slams close. 


Just like that. 


Lars wills the bulge in his pants to go the fuck away. 


